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fiddling scene when Rome Is burning, I shall be there.
Mascagni is a great national hero in Italy: Cavalkria
Ttetsticana was the masterpiece of his youthful genius,
which has never been repeated: forty-five years later he
still continues his attempts.

My journey across the Channel impressed upon me the
great efficiency of the night-flying service of Imperial
Airways. When leaving London at six-thirty on a
summer's evening one has the prescience of a pleasant
trip, with the heat of the day waning and the glare of the
sun not so strong* In the winter it is different; there are
mists, storms, clouds, and the darkness. And when I left
there was a gale and there was rain: Groydon aerodrome
could not help its look of depression.

As the machine leaves the ground one sees the receding
panorama of London*s lights, with the Croydon control-
tower flashing its signals. In the air it seems as though
one is in a ship at night: nearly all the passengers are
lulled to sleep, though one always gets that awakening
bump crossing the French coast at Criei-sut-Mer, neat
Dieppe. I know that my friendly cheese-maker, M.
Plaatard (who has the giant trout of which I write else-
where), putting his Excelsiors and Camemberts to bed
for the flight, often looks up at the brilliantly lighted
aeroplane as it passes over.

The sight of the beacon flashing from Le Boutget
makes all the passengers look out of the window* To
the half-right ate the twkkling lights of Paris: